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Disraeli, or some other historical figure whose wickedness and
virtues we were at the time studying. Geoffrey was gazetted to
the Middlesex Regiment and we met from time to time* during
the War, until at a final meeting by chance in Happy Valley
in July 19165 I think we both realized intuitively that we should
never meet again. He was killed instantly the same evening,
My other great friend. Dodo Cox, the son of a Devonshire parson,
captain of cricket, of fives, and in the football eleven, three years
my senior, whom I positively worshipped, died as the result of
gas poisoning at Biaclficld and was buried in its churchyard.

Cazalct, who served with distinction in the War, a fluent
Russian scholar and son of a well-known merchant in Moscow,
was murdered by the Bolsheviks while serving in liaison with
Dcniken's troops in 1919.

Kitchener, nephew of the great Field-Marshal, had his legs
hopelessly broken, but still lives, pluckily making something of
life as a chicken farmer.

Rake, my second closest friend, died in Burma during the War
while serving with the Indian Police, and during the War I
was stripped of my friends, Courtcnay, Dartnell, Peppc, Gaulfeikl,
and IngpcUj three of them the sons of generals ; in fact the cream
of the Army House of my own generation. One of my younger
friends, and between tis there existed a great devotion, Benjamin
Russell, the son of a well-known Gravcscud brewer, survived the
War only to pass away from its results soon after the Armistice.

Of them all, Jack Stewart alone remains, as he always was,
debonair, hail-fellow-well-met, an eye gone, missing on the
tSomxnc, soldier, and one of the first authorities on aircraft in the
country ; he, with myself, appeared during the years 1922-23
invariably each Saturday on the football field.

While at Bradfield I was under the spell of a recurring religious
crisis. The atmosphere of the college chapel, especially upon
Sunday evenings iti summer-time, aroused intense emotion from
the spiritual depths of youth. The warm rays of the sun glowed
behind the mosaic of the coloured glass. A sense of close comrade-
ship pervaded the pews in the growing gloom beneath the coloured
rays* And the tender tones of Dr. Gray,, together with his
eloquence, would move the boys profoundly, as I have seen no
other preacher infect a congregation with his message. He bound
spells upon us, opening shadowy gates to the mists of Divine
obscurity, far above the canopy of the skies. And at the end of
the service, while eyes were closed behind Lands, only the hair